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head; and the lanes meandered so confusingly that they might
have been designed by a flock of crazy sheep. After dark
something of the mystery of old Baghdad returns to haunt the
sleeping alleys of the old city. For the first time I felt that it
would be possible to see the Caliph passing on some night
adventure, or, glancing up, to see the dwarf, so dear to Eastern
story, peeping from behind a lattice.

The men encountered in these lanes were not the capped and
collared effendis of the main street: they were silent men who
passed with a bat-like scrape of heelless slippers, giving a side-
long glance, as they went by, from the shelter of their head-
coverings. Sometimes a long, yearning wail of Turkish gramo-
phone music would sound from beyond a blank wall, and I
went on with knowledge of life packed away there, of people
sitting together as if in ambush

My guide halted before one of the blank walls and knocked
on a door. We heard the sound of feet descending a flight of
stairs, and a voice on the other side asked who it was. At once
the door was opened, to reveal not the eunuch which the
street suggested, or the merchant in turban and silk caftan,
but a young man in a black coat, a pair of striped trousers, and
black patent-leather shoes.

Speaking good English, he led the way up a flight of stone
stairs to a room leading off a galleried courtyard. Two
divans, upholstered in Persian fabrics and fitted with white
antimacassars, faced each other under the unshaded electric
bulbs. A few Chinese pictures hung on the walls, and a
number of knick-knacks were dotted about on bamboo tables.
The most spectacular was a stuffed cobra strangling a mon-
goose; it stood on a side-table, very realistic and horrible,
providing that touch of India which I was beginning to look
for everywhere in Baghdad.

A smiling, dark girl of about eighteen, wearing a poppy-red
dress, rose from the divan where she had been sitting in an
attitude of formal expectancy, and shyly shook hands. She
was our hostess. Although she had not left school for long,
she was too timid to exercise her knowledge of English; but
now and then she would contribute the words " yes " or " no "
to the conversation, which we greeted with polite applause until
she cast down her eyes and turned as red as her dress.